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	Caw Caw, Hawkboy

"Steve, I'm tellin' you, she's gorgeous."

"She's a - y'know."

Clint nodded. He knew alright. It was practically taboo to even talk about someone's gender in this day and age since the government had put a bill through Congress to stop forced identifications. As long as people were civil to one another, what was in their pants didn't really matter . . . not that he was interested in getting that far. Congress's bill had put a bandaid over discrimination against Omegas, but it didn't stop it. For the moment, he just wanted to get to know her. Find out what she liked, what she was did on weekends, and just how good of a shot she was with that pistol.

"She kicked your ass, didn't she?" Steve said, a smirk on his face as he dragged a forkful of fries through sauce and stuffed his face. "I told you to stay away from that chick, but _no,_ you've gotta flirt."

"Man, it wasn't flirting, just -"

"Did she hit you and you hit back? A little banter? That's her way of flirting, Barton." A metal hand clapped him on the shoulder, Barnes sitting down and propping his feet up on the table. "Trust me, I've seen it before. These female SHIELD agents? They don't want to be kissing your ass, they want to be handing it to you."

"Hey Buck." Steve smiled, that goofy grin coming over his face at the mere sight of his omega.

Clint rolled his eyes, excusing himself. How Barnes had scored a guy like Rogers was beyond him, and according to Rogers, it wasn't all about the sex. He grabbed his purple coffee mug and went straight for the table on the far side of the mess hall. Most of SHIELD was comprised of Betas, with a few Omegas and some Alphas tossed in for good measure. Barton poured himself another coffee and manoeuvred his way to the table where the new arrival was sitting.

"That was a good fight before," Clint said, turning a chair around and planting his ass. "You got a sparring partner yet? Fury usually assigns them at some point, but we can pick our own too."

"Not interested."

She didn't even look at him, just flipped through some sort of magazine. Clint sighed, glancing over his shoulder at Steve and Barnes. Barnes gave him a thumbs up, Steve giving a big grin and a wave. _Stupid assholes, they're gonna get me killed one day._

"You're ex-FSB, right? The Russian transfer?"

"You must have me mistaken with someone else, excuse me." She stood, pushing away from the table.

"Omegas don't get treated like shit around here, alright? Just wanted to say welcome to SHIELD, and I hope you stay. It's been a while since we've had some decent fighters come through here. God knows the amount of time some of these amateurs have spent training is ridiculous. I've got a flight in an hour, so I'll see you around."

She paused, 'Omega Hearth and Home,' magazine clutched in her left hand. "Natasha Romanoff," she said. "Might want to work on your punches, you're putting too much weight to the right and throwing yourself off-balance."

"Is that a yes?" Clint said, backing off and turning to start walking back to his table.

"Seven a.m, in the gym. If you're a minute late, I'll throw you off the roof."

"So that's a yes?"

"It's a yes, Barton."

He grinned, giving a concealed thumbs up to Steve. "Seven a.m! Got it!"

"You know he's a Beta, right?" Sharon said, falling into step besides Natasha. "He's headed to Budapest soon, so whatever you're gonna do, I'd do it soon."

"I just met the guy this morning, I don't plan on doing anything, Shae. He's really a Beta?"

"Yup. Hangs around with Rogers and Barnes. Barnes is an Omega, but you wouldn't know it by looking at him. Anyway, you ready? Jet leaves soon and I'm not missing it."

"I don't think I'll be joining you on the mission. I -"

Barton had acted like nothing had happened, as if they hadn't met before this morning. Acting as if two weeks ago, she hadn't nearly killed him. The FSB has sent her on a mission to take out the Americans trespassing in a controlled zone, and she'd nearly succeeded if not for Barton. Those arrows of his packed a punch. Natasha had the bruises to prove it.

"I need sleep." Natasha faked a yawn, "see you when you get back?"

"See you then."

Beta, not Alpha. Her instincts had screamed he was an Alpha, screamed at her to run and hide, to bury herself in a corner and disappear. He didn't smell like one now that she thought about it, and Fury had told her if there were any issues to either handle it herself or come to him. No pressure to report any incidents, just a 'friendly reminder' that killing an agent would be quite the problem for him. _Dear sir, I'm sorry to say but your son was strangled to death this morning after he pissed off a volatile Omega and had his windpipe crushed. Oops. How much do you want us to pay in reparations?_

"Fucking Americans," Natasha muttered as she made her way back to her temporary quarters. She needed sleep after last night. When she was in the field, she could run without sleep for two days, but the past two weeks had been exhausting. She'd found herself in an interrogation room with Fury, then somehow made the jump between wanting freedom and turning her back on her country. Last week, he'd shaken her hand and welcomed her to SHIELD. Now, she'd gotten herself a sparring partner. How the hell was she going to shake this guy off and show she wasn't interested in being his partner? "Fucking Clint Barton."

"Bad day?" her neighbour said, poking their head out.

"I got a sparring partner."

"Oh thank God, my ribs haven't recovered yet."

"You know Barton?"

"I know of him . . . he's good. He teases, but it's never serious. He uh - He lost his partner a while back. She was a good agent, and I don't think the guy's been the same since. Just go easy on him, will you?"

"He welcomed me to SHIELD."

"Better than him throwing you off the helicarrier."

Natasha chuckled to herself. He wouldn't be able to do that if he used Rogers' shield. She shut her door behind her, slumping down on the bed and stretching out. Clint Barton. Hawkeye. It could've been worse, and what was with all that purple? The Hawk was a Beta. He'd never experience nesting tendencies, or nesting period.

"Caw caw, Hawkboy."

* * *

><p><strong>AN:** This is a drabble for day 6 of Clintasha Week on Tumblr. I'm not sure whether to continue it, and this is my first endeavour into Clintasha. You can find me on Tumblr under 'reinadefuego.'
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